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I Believe In Beverages
Bethany Armistead
I believe in beverages. When I was a baby, my father would dip his finger in his coffee
and give me a little taste. My fondest memories of my mother are those where she is making tea.
I believe that hot beverages often translate to love. Each morning my father gets up to make
coffee for the two of us. He fills the coffee pot with more water now, and grinds up six
tablespoons instead of three so that I can have a cup of my own. It is dark and silky smooth.
Even on the days where I leave before him, the coffee is almost always made.
My favorite memories are those where my father took me to Starbucks. “One tall vanilla
bean frappuccino and one tall americano.” That was when he took me out to remind me that I
was still just as important as my newborn baby sister, even though she seemed to be getting
much more attention. He reminded me, with coffee in hand, that I was special. Still, I never miss
a chance to tag along with him to the supermarket because I know that there will be a coffee
stop. Our conversations weave in and out, through school and work to politics and social justice.
We talk about language and art. We sit there and talk about all manner of things, he with his
americano and I with my now vanilla soy latte. My drinks have changed over the years and so
have my opinions. His have stayed strong.
My mother shows her love in sharing her tea. Tea is precious to her. She keeps it in
beautiful tins on the kitchen counter. They shimmer in the sunlight, red tins, green tins, crisp
white tins. When she asks if I want some, my answer is almost always “yes.” She pours it into
our favorite mugs, and we sip and talk. Sometimes I ask her questions about her life. Nothing
seems too scary over a mug of hot tea. We like to drink tea on Sunday nights, preparing for the
week ahead. We laugh and realize how good we have it as all stress dissipates with the steam of
the oolong.
I believe in hot coffee and stimulating conversations with my father, and I believe in
green tea and disarming laughter with my mother. Different beverages represent us. I am grateful
to live in a family where coffee and tea run in our veins and laughter and warmth govern our
hearts.

